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PEEFACE. 



Thb following poem is an extract from a descriptive memorial 
of a pastoral charge at Saham, in Norfolk, and is now pub- 
lished in a detached form in order to increase the interest of 
the women of Leeds in an institution founded for their special 
benefit. The particular incidents narrated in the poem are 
chiefly interesting to those who were closely associated with 
the subject of it, yet the spirit of Christ and the fruits of 
iaith and love which were so pre-eminently conspicuous in her 
life and death, as the effect of grace in her soul, may tend to 
the spiritual edification of alL 

" liTOs of good men all remind us 
We can make our own sublime, 
And, departing, leave behind us 
Footprints in the sands of time." 

Though eminently qualified for society by the loveliness of 
her person and the graces of a refined and highly cultivated 
mind of no ordinary mould, her life was spent chiefly in separa- 
tion from the world, and in devotion to works of faith and 
labours of love^ of which the founding of the ''Leeds Unmarried 
Women's Benevolent Institution " was her last and dying act. 

She, like Oowper's Oottager, was little known to the world, 
but the natural qualities of her disposition, and the graces of 
the spirit of Christ manifested in her life and conversation^ 
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endeared Her to all who Had the benefit of her acqnaintancer 
and who were capable of appreciating these. From Her child- 
hood to Her death, she endeavoured to " adorn the doctrine of 
her High calling of God Her Saviour in all things." Her un- 
selfish disposition and strong natural affection endeared her 
not onij to the members of her family, but also to her rela- 
tives, schoolfellows, friends, neighbours, and servants. No 
person had the temporal and spiritual interest of others — and 
especially of Her family— more at heart than she ; and, conse> 
quently, none were ever more generally respected, and general 
opinion of personal character, in this respect, is always correct. 

From her childhood she manifested strong natural affection^ 
which caused a discerning mother to commit to her charge the 
care of her orphan children, when she was but still in Her 
teens; and so lovingly and unselfishly did she discharge this 
and every other relative duty of daughter, sister, niece, neigh- 
bour, and friend, that, in the last day, many will rise up to 
call Her blessed. 

Her correspondence was of a very High order, and rarely or 
ever was a letter written by Her without a view to the promo- 
tion of true Christian faith in Heart and life. Writing on " The 
Duty of Forgiveness and of Putting away Malice," she says, 
" Life is too short and too uncertain to be angry with anyone. 
The sun may not only go down upon wrath, but the hand that 
writes and the heart that beats may have ceased for ever before 
the word of reconciliation arrive. 

*' * Life in all its health and pride 
Has death still waiting by its side ! 
No lip can tell how brief its span ; 
Then oh ! the little time we stay 
Let's think of all the best we can.* " 

Writing on " Worldly Distinctions," she says, " Oh, may we 
all earnestly covet and diligently seek after that immortal dis- 
tinction which 
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" * Will stand the test of nature's expiring hour, 
And with armour of proof will shield our breast 
Against the grim tyrant's power ; 
Which will gladden the soul and dispel the gloom, 
The horror of darkness which veils the tomb 
When the damps of death to our brow shall start, 
And the life blood ebbs from our freezing heart ; 
And we traverse in triumph the gloomy abyss 
Which divides the eternal world from this ! ' " 

Oh, what a distinction to aspire after ! To be *' heirs of God 
and joint heirs with Christ " ! Oh, may the great and holy 
Jehovah, of His infinite mercy, grant that this immortal, 
glorious, and heavenly distinction may be ours, for the sake 
of that precious blood which was shed on Calvary to purchase 
for us countless and incorruptible riches and unfading im- 
mortal honours. 

"With regard to the things of this present world, our 
* Family Prayers,' " said she, " exactly express my sentiments : 
^ I desire to leave them in Thy hands, for Thou canst best judge 
what is most expedient for me. Give to me only so much as 
may tend to Thy honour and glory, and to my present peace 
and to my eternal welfare ' (' Family Prayers,' by the Bev. 
J. W. Brooks, Friday Morning, page 77). I do not ask for 
more wealth, and all that I have is at the service of those who 
need it." Here was no mammon worship or self-seeking, but a 
firm trust in God*s good providence, with a liberal, generous 
heart, and a frank and open spirit. Her happiness was not in 
selfish acquisition, but in promoting the wealth or welfare of 
others ; and in this she found it, and fulfilled the apostolic 
iigunction, " Look not every man on his own things, but every 
man also on the things of others " (Phil. ii. 4) ,* " Let no man 
seek his own, but every man another's wealth " (1 Cor. x. 24). 
Writing on '' The Temptation of Wealth and Position, and 
Trials of Patience," she says, " To sacrifice religious principle 
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tar the sake of wealih, ten thouBand potoids ov ten millionEh 
would be equally powerless to bias my decision a hair's-breadth. 
Nay, so far from worldly wealth and position being a tempta- 
tion to me^ a life of toil, of hardship, of suffering and 
privation in the cause of Ohrist, is more in harmony with my 
wishes — ^to me, more attractive, and would ensure an incom- 
parably brighter crown in that world where all my wishes 
centre. Every night when I lay my head on my pillow, I strive 
to realise that I am one day nearer to heaven, and I ask myself 
if I have endeavoured so to live that the day of my death may 
be the brightest and the happiest of my life. If I have the 
satisfaction of my conscience that I have done so, then I feel 
that I am one day nearer to the realisation, the consumma- 
tion of my highest— nay, my every — wish, and this makes me 
happy beyond ought of earthly happiness. Is it possible I. 
can be regarded as a Christian — ^a very imperfect one, it may 
be — and yet be a worshipper of the golden calf P I can 
appeal to my life, if it has not borne the impress of a firm 
unwavering belief in the great truths of Christianity — a 
something more than the mere assent of the understancUng — 
a belief which has given a tinge and colour to all my words and.- 
actions, and has led to the great aim of my life — to dedicate 
myself, my soul, my body, my talents, my property, and all 
that I either have or ever shall have, to the service of God, . 
and to the good of my fellow -creatures? This resolution was, 
I believe, made ere I had attained my tenth year, and since 
then it has been my daily prayer that I might never, either 
in prosperity or adversity, in health or sickness, in joy or 
sorrow, lose sight of it, but ever unflinchingly adhere to the 
determination of my childhood. Mine was not an inactive 
belief—it was one which desired to be up and doing. My 
plans were formed for future usefulness, self-sacrifice, and a 
life of devotion, and I at once set about taking steps for 
ilieir accompliahment ; but God, who seeth not as man seeth,. 
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blighted all my goodly scliemeB, as He did Jonah's gourd, and 
called me to exemplify my faith and patience by giving up 
every long-cherished plan of usefulness and devotion, and 
marked out for me a totally different round of trials and duties. 
Yet I seemed to hear a voice saying, ' Hereby shall I know 
that thou lovest me, if thou do whatsoever I oommaiid thee. 
As to all thy long and fondly-therished schemes for my 
honour and glory, it was well that it was in thine heart to do 
these things ; but I will appoint thee a far more difficult sphere 
of duty than that which thou proposest to thyself, and, if thy 
heart £a.il thee, remember who it is that laid these crosses 
upon thee, and be comforted.' Yet," adds she, in the same 
letter, " the time may arrive when the earnest longings of 
my youth may be fulfilled ; but, if not, I will endeavour to 
show all good fidelity in the path appointed me, and I 
will not doubt that, as of old, one shall be sent who will 
perform all that was in my heart to have done, though it may 
not be till I am mouldering in the dust." — Nov, 16, 1855. 

The sentiments in this letter have doubtless reference to 
several objects of usefulness which she had in view, and 
among them that of founding an Institution for the Benefit of 
Unmarried Women. She often used to say, "There are 
Benevolent Institutions for decayed merchants, widows, 
orphans, and others, but none for unmarried women; and 
yet, though Uiey are the most helpless, there is the least pro- 
vision made for them." 

These extracts manifest strong decision of character com- 
bined with natural affection and a gentle loving spirit; a 
heart under the influence of grace, producing a religion, not 
merely in word and in tongue, but in deed and in truth. 

After a two years' illness, borne with exemplary patience, 
her last act was to leave a legacy as a seedcom for the Leeds 
Unmarried Women's Benevolent Institution, with instructions 
for its constitution ; and Gt>d has signally fulfilled her pre-. 
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diotion in the success which He has giyen to it. Since its 
foundation and the publication of the first annual report, in 
1861, no less than fifty-five persons have been pensioners 
on this Institution, each receiving £20 per annum. Thus hath 
God proved that He doth not despise the day of small things. 

Having signed her will, she exclaimed, " My work is done ! 
Praise Grod for evermore ! There shall be no night there ! " 
The pen dropped from her hand, and with the haJleltgahs of 
angels she was borne into the presence of her Lord, to receive 
from Him the crown of gloiy which fadeth not away. 

Her mortal remains lie buried in Chapel Allerton Church- 
yard, and, as she requested a nameless stone, from a desire 
to be remembered as in heaven rather than in earth, the 
appended nameless epitaph marks her body's earthly resting- 
place. 

During her short life, like Mary, she did " what she could," 
and, in death, she doubtless received the commendation of her 
Saviour, " Well done, thou good and faithful servant : enter 
thou into the joy of thy Lord." Christian reader, " go thou 
and do likewise," and, through grace, seek like her to 
" adorn the doctrine of God thy Saviour in aU things." Then 
thy death, like hers, will be the most glorious event of thy 
life, and, in the last day, many will rise up to call thee 
blessed. 

Jshford, Kent, 1877. E dwabd Wilkikson. 
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REYERIE AT HOME. 



At close of day my steps I homeward bend, 
In my lone room the evening hours to spend. 
No loving friend is there to share my lot, 
And bid me welcome to my peaceful cot ; 
To ask with interest how IVe spent the day. 
And glad to hear all I have got to say. 
My faithful dog alone comes me to greet. 
Showing her joy by lying, at my feet. 
Oft will she upwards look with mournful eye 
And silent question every long-drawn sigh. 
Question to know the reason why I grieve, 
Or ask, perhaps, if she can grief relieve. 
From room to room she follows where I go. 
And leaves me not till banished seems my woe. 
Surely this dog I now may call a friend, 
One upon whom I always may depend 
Depend for sympathy when I am sad, 
And, too, for joy when my lone heart is glad. 
Thus does she soothe my silent grief and care, 
And knows no joy but what with her I share. 
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A gift from friends * affectionate and kind 

Was she to me, when I my charge resigned. i 

The first \ I had — my earliest pastoral sphere — 

One which in grief was left, but still is dear. 

Yet, though alone, with none to welcome me 

But this poor dog, and my companion be, ; 

There was a time when I a friend possessed, \ 

A sister, J tQO, now numbered with the blest : 

In person lovely, graceful, and refined, 

Eichly endowed with intellect of mind — 

Mind, whence ideas of meditative thought ^ 

Sprung of themselves, and needed not be taught. 

Yet, 'tis not mind alone can make a friend. 

The feeling heart with intellect must blend ; 

The heart must feel for others' joy or pain, ^ 

And grief of mind must soothe, and hope sustain ; 

Or else the converse of the mind alone 

Will leave the heart unwarmed and cold as stone. 

For oft we find that those of brilliant parts i 

Dazzle men's minds, but leave untouched their hearts. I 

Such wast not thou ! Thy greatest charm, 

My sister ! was a heart as large, as warm 

As thy expanded intellect was high. 

Soaring above to realms beyond the sky. 

Thou didst not live to please thyself alone, 

But, pleasing others, mad'st their joys thine own ; 

Eejoicing most when thou couldst serve a friend, 

Denying self, that thou for him mightst spend. 

Not so the world. Men guard with selfish care 

What they possess, lest others of it share. 

And, sharing with them, happy be as they — 

Thus does another's joy take theirs away. 



\ 



^ 



* Mr. Alexander, f Erchfont. X Eliza. 
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My sister ! irhen I fondly think of thee, 

And all that thou in love hast done for me, 

My heart grows soft, my tears begin to flow, 

I kiss th^^aiild, yet still I feel the blow ; 

The rod which severed with one fatal stroke 

{And every link of fond affection broke) 

The earthly tie which bound me once to thee. 

And leaves me now a lone and blighted tree. 

Oft in my chamber, as I commune still 

"With God, and bow submissive to His will, 

My wand'ring thoughts recall what thou hast done 

To gain the love which thou from me hast won. 

In childhood's days time passes swiftly on, 

And seldom leaves a deed to dwell upon ; 

Yet, sometimes, e'en in childhood we may see 

An act foretell what future deeds will be. 

'Twas so with thee, my sister ! when thy heart. 

Touched with distress, with all thou hadst Would part. 

Oft have I heard my aged firiend relate 

How once, while passing through the turnpike-gate, 

A weeping boy, with sand beladen ass. 

Weeping because through it he might not pass. 

Thou there didst see — didst kindly him accost ; 

And, hearing that the passing card he'd lost. 

Quick didirtf thou take of wealth thy only store. 

Pay the fall toll, and ope the closed door. 

This seemed a trifling act, yet it foretold 

The love of heart which time should once unfold. 

And now of faiths which banished dying fears, 
Let me recall an act of youthful years. 
At play with children in an ancient Hall,* 
A picture of our Saviour, on the wall, 

* Carlton Hall. 
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With one who, kneeling, kissed His garment's hem, 

Caused thee to ask the oldest girl of them 

What it might mean ; and, when 'twas "faith " she told 

That took the woman into Jesu's fold. 

Soon as the room they'd left thou stay'dst behind. 

Didst mount the highest chair thou there couldst find, 

And kiss the hem, that thou, like her, mightst have 

The faith in Christ which, dying, thee would save. 

IXm was thy faith when thus it first begun. 

Yet thee, at last, the heavenly crown it won ; 

More brightly growing till the perfect day, 

When, changed to sight, it passed with hope away ! 

Thy youthful schooldays, too, leave proof behind 

Of generous heart as well as docile mind. 

Soon as thy needle thou couldst well employ. 

Thou ask'dst that, for thy pastor's first-bom boy, 

A little robe, with richly 'broidered flowers. 

Thou mightest make, in play and evening hours. 

Week after week and month passed on. 

Ere yet thy self-appointed task was done ; 

Yet, when 'twas done, thou gav'st with heartfelt joy 

Thy hard-earned treasure to the infant boy. 

This little deed may some perhaps despise. 
And yet how few give what they love or prize ! 
Most keep for self the things they most esteem — 
Gen'rous the gift, if aught they give^ they deem. 
Shall selfish man a gift like this, then, dare 
To treat with scorn or with his own compare % 
Yet, e'en in childhood, now we plainly see 
It was not love of heart alone in thee, 
Which moved thee thus thy little all to give. 
And not for self, but others' good to live. 
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Surely, fipom youth thou wast a child of Grod — 
Mad'st Christ thy Friend, following the path He trod. 
Early thou sought'st Him, in thy days of youth 
Found'st him to be the Way, the Life, the Truth ; 
And so, in faith, didst thou at once resolve 
To serve Him till thy body should dissolve. 
That thou mightst gain while here in earth it lay, 
" The glorious crown which fadeth not away." 
Scarce hadst thou reached thy youthful teens when thou 
To Grod didst promise and renew thy vow. 
The world, the flesh, the devil to withstand, 
God's laws to keep, and all that they coqunand. 
Yet oft to mind didst thou those vows recall. 
And daily pray that thou mightst keep them all ; 
And though in France its language thou wast taught. 
Its follies, too, with thee, one would have thought. 
Thou hadst brought home, yet was thy heart still bent 
To love and serve thy God, as when from hoq^ it went, 
In person lovely, lovelier still in mind. 
To gain the world's applause thou seem'dst designed ; 
Yet thee the love of God from it withdrew. 
That thou thy vows mightst keep and serve Him true- 
Nay, not withdrew, but thee withheld 
From forms and customs which had thee compelled 
To give to Him a world-divided part. 
When thou hadst vowed to give Him all thy heart. 
So, in our home didst thou, for ten long years 
Keep fipom the world when brightest it appears. 
Ne'er wast thou seen beyond its bounds to stray. 
Save when to church thou went'st to God to pray. 
Yet, though withdrawn firom worldly fame and sight. 
At home thou wast our joy, our dwelling's light ; 
And, not alone to us, but all who came. 
Both rich and poor, found thee to them the same ; 
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Courteous and kind alike wast thou to all, 

Putting in practice what hath taught St. Paul; 

No haughty look or tone didst thou affect 

To gain from servile man a forced resped. 

Humble thyself in heart and soul and mind. 

Soft was thy gentle voice, thy manner kind. 

From man thou sought'st no honour, but didst live 

To honour God, and Him all glory give. 

Thy self-approving conscience was to thee 

More precious far than all men's praise could be ; 

So didst thou seek not worldly high things here. 

But " condescend to men of lowly sphere." 

If those who came " in virtue did excel," 

Much didst thou make of them, and love them welL 

To be thy chosen friend, this was the test, 

And not the worldly rank or wealth which they possessed ; 

For did no love of Christ with these combine, 

Much might they have, and be no friend of thine. 

Not so the world ! Men fear to lose their place 

If they display to all that Christian grace 

Which Christ hath said shall raise them far on high. 

E'en to His throne in heaven beyond the sky. 

And so, a vain position to maintain, 

They strive more hard than heaven itself to gain ; 

And, striving thus, Christ's precepts they neglect, 

Eenounce His love to gain from men respect. 

Yet, though they strive, they gain buU outward show, 

For real respect will love alone bestow. 

True love of heart is e'er to men denied 

When it is claimed by worldly rank or pride. 

Love is from heaven, and heaven it makes of earth ; 

Pride is from hell, for Satan gave U birth. 

How vainly, then, doth worldly man himself deceive. 

If he himself a child of God believe 
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To be, and yet he covet earthly praise 

More than to heaven he seeks his thoughts to raise. 

Not so with thee ! Thou sought'st thy Gk)d to please ; 

Not honour for thyself or worldly ease. 

Nay, iadst thou been a bond-slave to thy God, 

And urged to work by His chastising rod, 

Hardly couldst thou for others more have done 

Than, to obey the precept of His Son, 

Thou didst to ah whom thou in need didst see, 

Unask'd, unthanked, that Christ might honoured be. 



'Twas not for self she knew her life was lent, 
So gladly did she spend and was for others spent. 
With her, 'twas not alone mere surplus wealth 
She gave, but 'twas her time, her work, her health — 
Nay, 'twas her life ! for she inhaled the breath 
Of one who, dying, gave to her her death — 
Gave, while to him she read of heavenly life 
And joys eternal, free from cares and strife. 
happy summons ! happy servant thou ! 
Called to account when best thou keptst thy vow ! 
The wealth thou hadst thine own thou didst not call, 
'Twas lent to thee, in need, to use for all. 
Thy time was spent in works of various kind, 
And thou didst do whatever thy hand did find 
" With all thy might ; " ne'er from thy hand was seen 
Work that by patience could have better been. 
Thus didst thou work — ^yes, work from day to day, 
And what thou mad'st thou gav'st it all away. 
Thy well-spent hours were thus a joy to thee, 
And thou wast happy so employed to be ; 
For when I chid, oft have I heard thee say, 
" My life I'd rather wear than rust away." 
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Yet, though thy six days' labour ne'er oppressed, 

The Sahbath was to thee a day of rest ; 

And not alone a rest — 'twas thy delight : 

Most happy thou when, on a Sabbath night, • 

Our summoned household round thy little board. 

Each in his turn would read God's holy Word. 

Then wouldst thou speak of Christ our Saviour's love, 

To raise our thoughts from earth to heaven above ; 

And, as thou spok'st, thy brightly beaming eye 

Proved to us all thine own did upwards fly. 

Yet not alone from work wast thou released. 

The Sabbath brought thee oft a heavenly feast ; 

Oft wast thou bidden to thy Saviour's board, 

T' enjoy, by faith, the presence of thy Lord. 

Then, when thy fellow-guests had passed away. 

Oft wouldst thou musing in the graveyard stay 

Till church's service should again begin. 

And chiming bells should bid thee enter in. 

Yet, though the Sabbath was thy soul's delight. 

Another joy hadst thou, almost as bright. 

When, round thee gathered e'en a numerous flock, 

The outcast children of a godless stock, 

Thou spok'st to them of Christ, and of His fold. 

Where neither thirst nor hunger, heat nor cold. 

They more should feel ; and thou didst seek to save 

The little ones of Christ, for whom He gave 

His blood. And was thy labour all in vain % 

Oh, surely no ! for in the angelic strain 

Which to thy golden harp thou now dost sing, 

Some of those children whom thou to Christ didst bring 

Are now with thee, and joyous voices raise 

To swell thine own in thy Redeemer's praise. 

Yet, 'twas not children thou didst teach alone 

To serve thy God, and kneel at Jesu's throne. 
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For us thy precepts and thy converse, too, 
Taught what thy practice showed us how to do. 
Thy practice showed a Christian does not live for self. 
Practice and precept both, contempt of pelf. 
Oft didst thou check both pride and Mammon's lust, 
Show one was vain, the other soon would rust ; 
Then didst thou urge us on in faith to try 
To gain the prize eternal in the sky. 
And what thou taught'st, both wealth and pride 
In vain thee tempted, though they often tried, 
To take the bait and prove that thou wast weak. 
Though, when untempted, thou so bold couldst speak. 
Yet, not in thine own strength thus didst thou 
Eenounce the world and keep to God thy vow. 
And yet, though self-forgetting thou didst live. 
It was for us a joy to thee to give 
All that was lovely, beauteous, fair and bright, 
To gratify thy senses' sole delight ; 
For beauty was with thee a source of joy. 
Pure and undefiled with this vain world's alloy. 
No pleasure thou in vain display couldst find, 
'Twas beauty's love which charmed alone thy mind. 
On things of beauty thou didst feast thine eye, 
And them enjoy when none were standing by. 
Not so with those who beauteous things desire 
Alone that men may see them and admire; 
Whose vulgar minds, of beauty's love devoid, 
Know but such joys as beauty's sense destroyed. 



Yet, far from home and happy scenes like these, 
Let me behold thee, now, on boisterous sea^ ; 
Alone in grief, with no kind friend at hand 
To guide thee to that distant foreign land 
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Where thou hadst heard at point of death I lay, 

With none to soothe or show to me the way 

Which o'er the path of this life's troubled sea 

Leads to the haven where shipwrecked souls would be, 

Yes, well do I now still recall to mind 

How thou didst come, and me 'mong strangers find ; * 

How thou didst tend me, kneel with me to pray, 

And lead me, as in bed I restless lay. 

To Him who heals diseases of the soul, 

And, by a word, makes all the body whole. 

"A classic maiden " thou wast called there, 

Yet for the praise of men thou didst not care ; 

Thou sought'st alone to do what Christ hath bid, 

And, following Him, thy praise in Him was hid. 

Again, as years passed on, wast thou once more 
Called from thy home, to tend me as before. 
But now, a pastor in my native land, 
The scene was changed, and thou wast soon at hand ; 
Thou cam'st to soothe me in my lonely lot. 
Supply my wants, and deck my little cot.f 
In works employed, thou -stayedst with me 
Full three long wintry months, that thou mightst se© 
The brother of thy prayers a priest, " ordained 
For man, in things which unto God pertained." 
Then didst thou go, and take with thee away. 
Gathered in love, the seed of life's decay ; 
Yet, thy work done, how happy didst thou look 
When we our journey to the bishop took ; 
How thou didst show a loving sister's care. 
And offer up a long and earnest prayer 
That, if for God I should be set apart. 
He would Himself give me a faithful heart 

* Bonn. t MearsAehby. 
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To serve Him true, and have but one desire — 
To gain men's souls as my most wished for hire. 

At length the day arrived to take my vows, 
T* obey my Grod, and serve my Saviour's spouse. 
Oh ! 'twas for thee and me a solemn day. 
And surely in thy closet thou didst pray 
The Lord would be my Helper to fulfil 
The vows I took to do His holy will. 
The service o'er, within that noble dome * 
Thy prayer was heard, and thoii retumedst home — 
The prayer which thou hadst oflfered up for me, 
That dedicate to God I once might be, 
A minister of Christ, a preacher of the Word, 
To win men's souls and bring them to the Lord. 
Yet thou the preacher's voice no more mightst hear. 
Or see his home, which thou hadst hoped to cheer. 
For, when thou mightest happy here have been, 
The Lord withdrew thee from this earthly scene 
That thou mightst happiness with Him enjoy. 
Perfect and pure from earthly care's alloy. 

I, too, returned home, yet without thee 
It wad no more a home of joy to me ! 
Nay, all that thou hadst done to please the eye, 
Eecalling love, made me but deeply sigh. 
Thy cheerful voice still sounded in my ear, 
Yet, when I spoke, thou wast no longer near. 
My lonely meal I sat me down to eat. 
Yet, when my eye fell on thy vacant seat, 
I left untouched the food, from thoughts of pain 
That thou that seat wouldst never take again ; 
And, rising from my chair to seek relief, 
I longed for music that might soothe my grief. 

* PeterboTOugli Faiish Church. The Cathedral was iinder repair. 
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A box was near at hand — ^I touched the spring, 

When, lo ! as if a voice began to sing — ) 

To sing so plaintive, that it drew the tear, . 

And " Home, Sweet Home," fell softly on my ear. 

Yet, when I gazed upon thy vacant seat, 

I feared my home would ne'er again be '* sweet." \ 

Then, with my fancy's distant-seeing eye, \ 

I pictured thee at home, with, dear ones nigh, 

Speaking, perhaps, of me — how I was kind. 

And all the friends whom thou hadst left behind. 

At length night came, and I knelt down to pray, I 

Yet " we, give thanks " my lips refused to say. 

I was alone ; thou wast not present there ' 

To join thy voice with mine in praise and prayer ; 

Yet when I thought that thou wouldat pray for me — I 

E'en at this time — ^thy spirit seemed to be ^ 

In sweet communion, though unseen, with mine, i 

And so my prayer, in faith, I joined with thine. 

I prayed — ^and thou didst seem so near. 

That God, our Father, bowed to us His ear, 

And heard our prayer, as if it still were one — 

"Hallowed be Thy name. Thy will be done." 

Then did I feel that I had still a joy 

Which time could change not, absence ne'er destroy ; ' 

A sweet communion and a fond embrace ^ 

With all who sought our Father's throne of grace. 



But months rolled on, and oft I heard from thee, 
For thou didst write to cheer and comfort me. 
Though not with hopes that thou wouldst soon be well. 
For every symptom did too plainly tell 
That thou wast blighted, as a flower, to die. 
And in the grave thy body soon must lie. 
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Thy cougli grew worse, thy strength began to fail, 

And med'cine now could thee no more avail ; 

Yet Death to thee no terrors now could bring, 

For faith had robbed him of his fearful sting. 

Nay, now thou bidst him welcome as a friend, 

For thou on One on whom thou couldst depend 

Didst place thy trust — that He would gain for thee 

0*er sin and death a glorious victory. 

Thou didst not seek a leam'd physician's skill, 

But sought'st submission to thy Father's will ; 

Nay, not submission, for thy faith was strong, 

And thou thy Saviour to behold didst long. 

Yet I was anxious, and I brought to thee 

One who was famed a skilful man to be. 

But thou, remembering Asa's feet disease, 

Rejectedst him and all his proferred ease. 

Thou knew'st full well no skill could thy disease arrest 

More than thy knowledge could to thee suggest. 

And thou wast willing sick in bed to lie. 

To prove that life had taught thee how to die ; 

To show that thou couldst well endure the pain. 

When death to thee would be eternal gain. 

Once wast thou questioned, if afiraid to die, 

And well do I recall thy quick reply : 

** Afraid to die ! when it has been my aim — 

More firmly fixed than if for wealth or fame — 

E*en so to live, that death might be 

The event most glorious of life to me ! 

Oh, think not that a life of living faith, 

Of self-denial, is afraid of death ! 

Man's painful warfare, if 'tis waged in life. 

Ceases at death and brings him peace for strife ! 

Oh, no, 'tis only those who live at ease, 

Who live for self, and seek themselves to please. 
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Who fear to lose their all when death arrives, 
For they possess no hope which death survives. 
Not so with me ! Mine was a life of faith, 
And, though my Lord His coming still delayeth, 
I know that joys He hath prepared for me. 
Such as ear hath not heard, nor eye can see. 
I know that Christ, in whom I do helieve, 
His promise will fulfil and ne'er deceive. 
While living here to this world I have died, 
To live with Him, on whom I have relied. 
Shall I, then, here still wish to stay, 
When Christ my Saviour summons me away 
To dwell with Him in mansions of the blest. 
Where from my labours I shall ever rest 1 
Tell me if one — a captive in a land 
Far from his home — ^but once do reach the strand 
Of rolling seas, and wide expansive main. 
Which he must cross to reach his friends again. 
And 'scape the bondage of a tyrant's power. 
Though winds rise high and clouds begin to lower. 
Will fear to go, or longer wish to stay 
When hope's bright star illumes the gloomy way, 
And faith's life-boat upon the foaming waves, 
. Shows she is strong, and that she willing saves 
All who will trust her on death's troubled sea. 
And land them safely where they fain would be % 
No, surely faith and love would speed their flight, 
While hope's bright ray would give their passage light 
So 'tis with me ! My faith in Christ is strong, 
While love to see my Saviour makes me long." 



Oh, how I wish that, when I come to die. 
Like thee, my sister, I may long to fly. 
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Ab on the wings of some light plumed dove, 
To Christ, my Saviour, in His reabns of love ! 

A two years' sickness, e'en without a tear, 
A murmur, or a wish to linger here, 
With patience thou didst bear, and decline to see 
Those whom respect made oft inquire for thee. 
Save those dear children whom thyself hadst taught. 
And whp their sweetest flowers to thee now brought. 
Within thy chamber thou didst commune still. 
For thy Lord waiting whilst thou didst His will. 
Yet thou wast happy, and didst me reprove 
When I to warmer climes would thee remove : 
With cheerful tones thou didst reply to me — 
" Death is my journey, and from cumb'rance free 
My soul flies upwards to its heavenly home, 
While here in hope my body finds a tomb." 

As months rolled on, to thee I often came. 
And found thee changing, and yet still the same ; 
Thy body wasted and thy flesh grown white, 
Thy cheeks more flushed, thy eyes more glistening laight. 
Yet joyful was thy soul, thy faith still strong, 
And tuned thy voice as if for angeVs song. 
Each time I thought thee lovelier than before. 
For as an angel just at heaven's door 
Thou seem'dst to me. Yet there remained undone 
One deed of love 'ere thy life's co urse was run — 
A work which thou hadst ever had at hearty 
And one to which thou now wouldst do thy part. 
For thy poor sisters, virtuous and oppressed, 
As age drew on, thou wouldst provide a rest ; 
And now thou waitest but a deed to siga^^.^c*^ 
Which left to them what still in life was thine.. 
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• 

It came at last, and thou didst sign thy name, 

Then, with a joyful voice, aloud exclaim — 

" My work is done ! My weary nights are o'er ! 

The day is come ! Praise God for evermore ! " 

Then from thy fingers dropped the trembling pen. 

And thou triumphant, heard'st in heaven " Amen ! " 

Thus was thy death to thee an end of strife, > 

And " the event most glorious of thy life." 

Alas ! how few like thee renounce the world, 

And fight beneath the banner, Christ unfurled, > 

To conquer death, and gain the glorious prize, I 

A crown eternal, life that never dies ! 

Yet, when in mansions of the blest I think of thee. 

How vain doth this world's glory seem to me ! 

How vain are earthly wealth and pomp and pride j 

(Which oft to basest natures are allied) [ 

Compared with heavenly bliss, which now is thine ! 

And yet such bliss, for these, men oft resign, 

And strive as hard to be as gods on earth 

As their first parents, ere they gave them birth ; 

And thus ambitious, fail at last to be 

Kings unto God through all eternity. 



At length the day arrived to bear thee hence, 
And lay thy body in the tomb, from whence 
We surely hoped it once again would rise 
Ajid join* thy happy spirit in the skies. 
Oh, how I fixed a long last look on thee. 
That thy loved features on my mind might be 
Printed so deep that time could ne'er erase 
The fond remembrance of thy lovely face. 
With fresh-blown flowers I wreathed thy braided hair. 
And placed a Christmas rose both sweet and fair 
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Upon thy breast — ^an emblem 'twas to me ^ 
{For thou didst seem a bride of heaven to be) 
Of purity and love. Thou hadst e'en craved — 
If thou in death a sign of being saved 
To us did give — a coffin, clad with white — 
Most fit for one whose spirit dwelt in light — 
Thou mightest have. No name wouldst thou record 
Save, " Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord." 
A bright and sunny day thou, too, didst crave. 
When we should bear thee to thy peaceful grave ; 
And this was granted, though at thy door. 
As tears of sorrow, rain began to pour ; 
Yet, ere we reached the temple of thy God 
(The path to which in life thou oft hadst trod). 
The sun burst forth in all his power and might. 
And thy last dwelling filled with heavenly light. 
Thus did we lay thee low and leave thee there, 
Yet, as I joined responsive in the prayer, 
I felt that 'twas indeed a glorious thing. 
E'en so to live, that Death had lost his sting. 
I wept, and yet I could not mourn for thee, 
For thou wast happier far than I could be. 
E'en in the grave thy body seemed to lie 
As in a casket, hid from mortal eye, 
And placed in earth, that it at last might rise 
To join thy spirit in the heavenly skies. 
To deck thy grave, self-chosen, 'neath a tree, 
Which casts in summer friendly shade o'er thee, 
And raise thee then a fond memorial stone 
Which thou hadst ask'd might be a nameless one), 
Was all that now remained for me to do. 
And with much soul-felt joy I did it, too. 
Of fresh-hewn stone I chose a beauteous cross. 
And graved thereon a record of my loss; 
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Which record, too, instructs the passer by 
How he must live if he would righteous die. 

The Sabbath came* — ^a memorable day — 
That on which she who now had passed away 
Had first seen light. I rose at early mom 
To seek her peaceful grave — to it adorn 
With choicest flowers preserved with tender care 
From frost and snow, and winter's chilling air \ 
Yet, 'ere I went, as I was wont to bring 
On this day gifts, I left the diamond ring 
Which from my home for her in vain I'd brought. 
(T' increase her much-prized relics, as I thought), 
With other gifts of love, for each and all 
To serve as fond mementoes to recall 
The last memorial of her mortal birth. 
Which I for her had ever kept on earth. 
For far more dear than this I now shall prize 
The day of her ascent to heavenly skies ; 
And that a feast I fain will keep* with those 
Who follow Christ the Lamb where'er He goes. 

The presents ranged — ^to each I fixed a name,. 
Then in her Bible marked where Mary came 
The first day of the week to see the grave. 
At early mom, of Him who died to save 
His own, and spices brought to show her love 
To Him who, though He now was raised above,. 
Yet still was dear to her as He had been 
When Him on earth she face to face had seen. 
Then did I hasten to the grave away, 
And found the gardener who, at break of day^ 

« 

* February 14, 1858. 
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Had culled for me camellias white and red, 
Fresh in their bloom, to deck her lowly bed. 

The stone was raised, the grass was growing green, 
As if it ne'er from earth removed had been ; 
Yet when I read what I had wrote so late, 
Not from its name, but its recorded date, 
I felt how short a time had passed away 
Since she had lived who now beneath it lay. 
Then, as I took the flowers, I, musing, c ried, 
" How great thy gain, thou heavenly bride ! 
For, though my jewelled ring thou mightst not take. 
The cross which thou hast borne for Jesu's sake, 
Which wedded thee to Him while here, is now 
A glorious crown that shines upon thy brow ! " 
And, as I spoke, I laid upon her bed 
A cross of bright camellias, bloody red ; 
Then by its side I knelt me softly down. 
Placed on its head a pure white spotless crown, 
Hung then a wreath of changeless flowers on high. 
An emblem of the life that cannot die ; 
'Twas finished then — my love's last work was done,^ 
And on it shone the Sabbath morning sun. 

A festal day — the bells began to ring 
To bid men come and praise their God and King > 
And as they rang, I joined with joyful heart 
My praise with hers who bore an angel's part. 
Approaching then my Saviour's holy board. 
To hold communion with my risen Lord, 
I felt as if a veil were but between 
Myself and saints, who once on earth had been ; 
And, as I thought of her now raised above. 
More warmly did I feel my Saviour's love. 
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I felt that He alone to her had given 
Victory in death and all the joys of heaven. 

Thus, my lov'd sister ! have I called to mind 
Memories of the past which death hath left behind ; 
And while I lonely sit and think of thee, 
Perhaps thy spirit watches over me : 
If not, the mem'ry of thy life still gives 
To me a lesson, how the Christian lives ; 
How he must self deny, and grow in grace, 
Ere he can gain at death in heaven a place. 
And thou has taught me that alone 'tis wise 
E'en so to live that death may yield the prize — 
The prize of heaven's joys, with nightless day ; 
The glorious crown which fadeth not away. 

E. Wilkinson. 
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BUT TO POINT TO THAT BLESSED MANSION 
IN HEB FATHBB'S HOUSE, 
WHEBE SHE NOW BESTS FBOM LABOTJB, 
AND WHEBE HEB WEABY NIGHTS OF PAIN 
ABE CHANGED FOB ENDLESS DAY. 
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